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That day Gandhi told me a lot of things about
Maiji's father which I didn't know. He took me into a
world about wThich I knew little. He seemed to want to
rid me of the influence of the West and give me a set-
ting, a purpose and a direction in terms of India. Once
he smiled when I appeared uncomfortable, squatting on
the mattress, because my legs would not fold gracefully.
"I cannot give you a chair," he said. "I haven't got
one."
I never asked him all the questions that I had noted
down. It was more pleasant to allow him to set the pace
of conversation and give me a glimpse of his personality
rather than to ask him journalistic questions on a hand-
ful of topical subjects.
"What did you ask him?** my editor said to me on my
return.
"Nothing," I sheepishly replied.
"Nothing?"
"I am afraid not."
"Never mind," he said with understanding. *'It hap-
pens like that when you first meet him."
In the months that followed I forgot many of the
details of that interview but the vision I had seen in
that rich evening glow remained, for it had made me
feel at peace with the world.
I attended the Congress session in Tripuri that year.
Tripuri was a tiny little village almost barren and
uninhabited, which for the occasion had been converted
into Congresstown. On the site had been built a town
of straw. It had its own post-office, its own bank, innum-
erable shops and restaurants catering to a variety of
tastes, car parks, offices, committee halls, dormitories for
the delegates, special huts for the leaders, an office for